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' And I called to mind what the old man said .   About the magic spell; And though not in the least inclined to funk, Yet still I had rather be in my bunk Than out in the woodland dell.
cThe hours went by, when I heard the noise
Of an animal far away drinking. I glanced at the corpse, and started to see One long arm rise slowly and point up at me,
And the eyes were decidedly winking.
'What the jungle child had said of the spell
Was true, I was forced to agree. The corpse, by the tiger though rent and torn, Was doing its best the beast to warn
By pointing me out in the tree.
*I confess that my hair began to rise,
And I felt as cold as a stone; But I pulled at my flask, and fiercely swore, " I'd be beat by no tiger's magic lore,
Nor the arts of a jungle crone."
*I quickly dropped to the ground, and stepped
To where the corpse lay prone. I bent the arm to the scraggy side And bound it firm with a strip of hide.
Did the body sigh or groan ?